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He felt like he was trapped in his mind. He couldn't move, even if he hadn't tried, he just knew. He would like to 
open his eyes and know where he was, but his body would not obey him. Instead, his useless commands echoed 
within himself, similar to his voice in a hollow cave. But it couldn't be, he couldn't open his mouth. Was he even 
breathing? How could he know? He couldn't focus on his motor functions, it was as if they had never worked 


before. 


Lost in himself, the man tried to listen through the stunned silence, searching for anything, a draft, the sound 
of his bloodstream in his ears. Anything. And then, before a desperate tear could slip, the sound gradually 


became noticeable. But it was nothing that Plant could compare, it seemed that the things around him were 
still being shaped. A lot and nothingness at the same time. A beach, a forest, a house, a prison. He heard a 
childish giggle in a hollow tree, strong waves against dry rocks, an out-of-tune microphone, bottles being 

broken against.. He didn't know what. Robert thought he felt a warm breath against his paralyzed face, and 


then a dark shiver down his spine. 


Then the air was salty and speckled with sand, and his long-forgotten body was wet and being pushed along by 
a weak current. It was disjointed, yet still motivated Robert to try to take control of himself, afraid of being 
swallowed by what he thought was the sea When fully conscious, he dared to open his eyes. Everything was 
dark, but it wasn't the environment, it was his impaired vision that slowly gained clarity. He felt so 


disconnected, but not in a bad way, it was comforting to not be so self-conscious for a change. 


Robert was on a beach. It was night, there was no wind and no stars in the sky, much fewer signs of rain. No 
weather. Yet the high tide was moving with a fury Robert hadn't noticed before, and once he was aroused, it 
startled him and he got to his feet so fast that he fell backward. He felt like a child learning to walk as he 
stood up again, this time with renewed caution, not confident that he remembered how to move. He took steps 
backward, but the waves chased his feet every time he tried to go farther. Robert lost his breath from the 
lack of reality. 


Giving up on fleeing the water and standing still under uncertain feet, the insistent waves drifted away of their 
own volition. Robert raised an eyebrow and almost panicked when he looked around again, not recognizing that 
place. He couldn't remember much else, only that his aggressive heart was beating hard in his chest and that 
he didn't recognize himself. He couldn't remember yesterday, or the day before that. He didn't know how he 
got there, how he would get out, or where he would go if he could. Again he reflected on the feeling of panic, 
but couldn't actually feel it. 


With his mind clouded, the blond decided to start walking and exploring in search of something he didn't even 
know what. Maybe getting familiar would bring back memories. Maybe everything would become less 
intimidating. Maybe this was all a dream he needed a boost to wake up from. 


Robert began to walk cautiously along the edge of the surface, feeling the funny texture of wet sand on the 
soles of his feet, almost distracting him from his motives. He didn't know what he was looking for, but he 
hoped to find out anyway. Something inside him was telling him that the explanation was right under his nose, 
that ignorance was blinding him. He needed to put everything in retrospect, to analyze the facts. But the 
contradiction was there because Robert was fine, so what was he looking for? The answer was not in the 
raging waves, nor the non-existent wind. Did he even need an answer? How could he find a answer for 


something he didn't even know how to ask? 


After a few distracted steps, the blond man realized that he was on a very large island and that he was 
possibly not alone, he wanted to believe he wasn't, at least. He felt a presence when he saw an almost 
imperceptible orange light coming through the trees, well hidden by long leaves, behind large rocks at the 
beginning of a waterfall. Robert blinked and decided to go on, more curious than anything. He squinted behind 


one of the rocks and saw a shrunken figure with its back to him. It looked like a woman with long, dark hair. 


She looked cold, which was strange since Robert found the weather to be just right. She was shivering and 

hugging herself as she leaned forward toward the fire large enough to generate heat, but that didn't seem to 
be the case for her. Until her trembling shoulders visibly relaxed and she improved her posture, moving away 
from the bonfire. She looked back so suddenly that Robert drew in a quick breath, surprised at the girl's keen 


instinct. 


Oh, it wasn't a girl.. It was a man with a delicate face, with long, brown hair full of beautiful curls. The guy's 


eyes were wide open, full of fear, and dubiousness, and shone suspiciously in Robert's direction 


"Who are you?" The man's defensive voice echoed in Robert's head, causing him to blink with his mouth open in 


vague silence for a moment. 


"Robert" He let out as if it were a long-held breath. His name was not in his mind so clearly, but it was as 


freshly familiar as a casual thought. It gave him some sense of hope. 


He didn't ask the guy's name back, although he was overflowing with curiosity, he was hesitant because the 
other guy didn't seem so receptive. They stared at each other, with no idea for how long. Robert couldn't read 
the other's face. Robert studied him, silently complimenting the dark, elegant style of clothing, unlike himself 
who was in tight jeans and a flowered women's blouse. They were in trepidation, both of them feeling that they 
should do something, but not recognizing what. The nameless one kept his jaw locked, and seemed to be holding 


anger, driving Robert away as a result. 


"What do you want, Robert?" Upon hearing his name, the blond was startled by the tone. It was as if the 


other knew him and had resentment for him. Maybe the first impression was not good. 
"|. | don't know." He replied with a certain sadness. 


"You don't know?" Asked the brunette with raised eyebrows. He sighed and shook his head to the log he sat on, 
to the empty seat next to him. Robert went without hesitation. "| don't know what | want either. In fact, | don't 
know much more than that, it's just that nothing makes sense, and.. everything just seems so fucking wrong.’ 
The man spoke with a certain suspicion, not to Robert, but to the ambiance around them. "This place, Robert, 
can't be trusted." He whispered now, leaning toward the man just as he had done with the fire moments 


before. 
"Why?" was all he could ask, feeling anxious, as if they had shared a secret. 


"The lack of wind? The incessant waves? | woke up shivering with cold and even the fire wouldn't warm me. | 
thought | was sick and ended up accepting the worst, but then you came along and | felt.. warmed." He 

explained carefully, expressionless as if he didn't know how to react before he knew how Robert would react 
first. "Let me tell you something, dear. There can't be waves without wind" He smiled small then and Robert 


knew that this whole dialogue was not about the story, but about who is telling it. 


There is a certain amount of egotism hanging around that man. Something as strange as that island, but he 


seemed conscious of. Robert would not be the one to bring it up. 


"| noticed an oddity, too." Assumed shyly, staring into the diminishing fire. He could only think of the part where 
his presence made the other feel warm, but why didn't the guy emphasize that? 


"Good. | thought | was going crazy." He said nonchalantly, not seeming to care about that possibility. He slipped a 
hand inside the matte black jacket he wore, pulling out a box of cigarettes from there and placing one between 


his lips. "Do you have a lighter?" 


Robert didn't think when he pulled one out of the back pocket of his jeans and didn't hand it over but lifted the 
lit lighter into the face of the man next to him, who tilted his head forward and cast an enigmatical look 


Robert didn't even know he carried a lighter with him, he realized. 


A long moment passed with a comfortable silence around them. The once bright flame went out completely and 


the trace smoke held Robert's attention. 


But things had changed so slowly that Robert only noticed when he was shrinking and straightening his icy 
arms. The strange man beside him seemed unperturbed, sitting with elegance and a distraction so intense that 
he barely blinked. The cigarette burned fully in his frozen fingers and the ash fell on his old, polished shoes, 
Robert really liked the moss green color, but not that much to keep staring. The guy had empty, dull eyes 
that continued to attract Robert's attention He compared his figure to a lifeless body. Suddenly the man 
stared at him back, still vacant. Robert shivered with cold and looked forward again, at the dull fire that looks 
like the eyes he had just witnessed. 


"How did you make the fire?" Plant asked, without blinking or moving. 
"With my hands. I'm good with them." The indifferent voice replied. 


"Like a superpower?" Robert inquired with a smirk and looked discreetly at him, hiding the eyes behind waves 
of golden hair. 


"Yes, Robert. Like a superpower." He affirmed, and for the first time Robert caught an honest smile that 
reached into his dark eyes, and perhaps a small glow hidden in them that sent forth warmth that heated his 


muddled soul. 


Empty Spaces 


Both of them slept, even though they had woken up only minutes before. Their heads felt heavy with dizziness, 
fatigue impeding their movements. While Robert lay on a rock in silence and fell asleep almost instantly, the 
other struggled to keep his eyes open and his mind awake. His name was Jimmy, and that set of letters that 
turned his stomach said it belonged to him somehow. Thinking about it, he looked lazily to the side and 
wondered why Robert didn't ask him his name, even though he was so bad at disguising his curiosity. It was as 
if he already knew. A normal person would have asked, but was Robert even normal? Maybe he was one of the 
bizarre elements complementing that weird island, sent to boggle his mind. Jimmy felt paranoid, and a shiver of 
fear ran up his arms when he thought of this possibility. He's conspiring, uncomfortable in his own skin as if 
he doesn't belong to himself. But he was still human, even if he tried to pretend to be smarter than he really 


was. He fell asleep against his will, with a frown on his face. 


Jimmy saw a stormy sky so giant that it seemed about to swallow him. The sky descended at an fickle speed, 
at the same time suggesting a pause, seeming to rise gently before falling back mercilessly. The dark clouds 
collided against each other and blinding glows unexpectedly appeared in front of the gray gloom. Artful lightning 
filled the scene destructively. The rainless storm did not sound like a thunderstorm would sound. In fact, with 
each thunderclap, a loud, thin cry invaded Jimmy's ears and pierced his eardrums with vigor. He didn't realize 
that he kept his eyes open the whole time until they burned hard and thick tears came down leaving a warm 
trail down his cold cheeks. Just as the sky was about to hit him, everything changed to total darkness, but he 
felt pain all over his body at the same time. The scene changed the instant Jimmy swallowed a scream of pain 


that ripped through his throat. 


Dark blue was all he saw. Not just any blue, but the dangerous tone that could only be seen at the depths of 
the sea. One he would never see, as he would have died before going down that low. The blue blinked at him 
and turned away, revealing sad eyes filled with sorrow. That hurt more than being swallowed up by the sky. 


The sound of crying became echoes in the edges of Jimmy's brain 


But it felt like he was floating in the sea after all, for he felt his body wet and his heart beat very fast, 
fearing he might drown. Everything turned to light and Jimmy felt very weak when he opened his eyes, not 
realizing that they had been closed before. The whole inside of his face hurt like hell and he thought he was 
blind. The light dimmed in the meantime and things took shape very slowly, turning into an ugly, old-fashioned 
colored ceiling from which hung a dull chandelier that didn't give off any beauty. He could move now, but he 
doesn't remember making any mention of getting out of there, except that his body went anyway, bobbing in 
the water of the tub he now recognized it to be in The crying was now in Jimmy's right ear, and as he turned 
his head in that direction, he saw a Robert a little older than the one he had known, sitting on the floor. He 
looked miserable as he cried hard. There were those accusing eyes that sent knife stabs right into Jimmy's 


cold heart. 


"You're such an idiot, James." Robert let out, sniffling with a runny nose. 


"What have | done now to piss you off?" He heard his own voice, a mean, spiteful tone unrecognizable to 


himself. 


"What you always do, you stupid stubborn bastard" Shouted Robert in such a shrill voice, leading Jimmy to 
believe he was out of his mind. The voice he remembered hearing was sweeter, more controlled. Robert 


sounded very hurt now. 


"Be more specific, honey." Mumbled the man in the tub. His voice was shaky, as if he was saying things 
through his teeth, or had a cigarette between them. 


"| don't understand how.. how thats you." Robert sighed sadly now. He had so much remorse in his voice, it 
almost made Jimmy cry too, although he couldn't shed a single tear. He realized that he was just the viewer. 
"You are so arrogant and.. honestly, mean, Jim. | look at you looking for any trace of that Jimmy who once 
made my chest warm with affection, but all | see is the one who holds my heart in his hands and.. fucking 
crushes it every time. The terrible thing is that you don't steal it, | willingly give it to you, like the idiot | am." 
Robert's voice was vague now, just the hoarseness of one who has screamed a lot recently. He stared at the 


ugly ceiling and looked so clearly vulnerable, but not caring one bit, saying those things without hesitation 


"God, Robert! You spout the most melodramatic rubbish I've ever heard. However, maybe it would be more 


useful to spend those words writing more songs, you know." 
Robert laughed then, but he was in a lot of pain. 


"That's all you can think of, isn't it? Your songs, and then the money they'll give you so you can sink further 
into your misery. You know, Jim, you once made things just for the quality of them. It wasn’t as long ago as 


you like to believe." 


"| don't have much to offer now, do |, love? Just disaster, as you keep reminding me all the time." Jimmy 


replied with a sarcastic laugh, and definitely a cigarette hanging from his mouth. 


"You can blame me all you want, that's all you at the end of the day. You are choosing to do nothing because 
you think you don't need to prove anything to anyone anymore. You believe our time is over, and that terrifies 
you because, without the band, you have nothing left" Robert was now spitting the words with poison, but 


Jimmy watching, couldn't blame him for it. 


Jimmy in the tub, however, got up so fast that it sent the water violently crashing to the floor against the 
ugly cream-colored tread. He tumbled forward and miraculously didn't slip in the process, but the cigarette did 
and went out in the puddle of water. The man launched himself forward, knelt before Robert, and pulled him by 
the shirt to kneel as well. Jimmy was breathing furiously as he pressed the blond man's free body against the 
wall. Robert didn't fight back, in fact, he stared with fascination first, masking the pain and waiting anxiously 
for any reaction. This greatly confused Jimmy who cautiously watched Robert's face too close, as if he was 


leaning into Jimmy, ignoring the treatment he was receiving. 


"You don't know shit” Jimmy shot out panting, hands clenching Robert's clothes so hard his fingers turned 
white. "You never knew anything, Robert.” 


"I know you're going to die alone." Robert whispered cruelly, unblinking his eyes as big and blue as the bottom 


of the sea. 


"Oh, | have you, don't |? | always had" The mischievous voice replied and the smile in the voice was heard, 
causing Robert to raise his head with pride and new tears in his aching eyes. Jimmy wouldn't let him contest 


it, but honestly, he guessed he wasn't going to anyway. 


When Jimmy kissed him, Robert swallowed any comment and reciprocated with more strength than he had 
used to cry just moments before. And when they both fell into the tub, Jimmy without any clothes and 
Robert fully clothed but quickly to get rid of them, Jimmy woke up on the island. 


Robert was sitting on the rock and studying Jimmy very intently. He was not as shy as before, and his stare 
seemed to intensify even more now that it was being reciprocated. At that moment, it was Jimmy who 


couldn't read his expression, but God knows how much he wanted to find out what it meant. 


The dream was so fresh in Jimmy's mind that somehow he felt his body damp as if he had just stepped out 
of a bathtub. 


It was still night. 


Healing Kisses 


Robert woke up with a scream caught in his throat and sweat prickling his electrified body. He shivered, but it 
was no longer from cold, he felt as if he had gone to hell and back. Beside him, the protagonist of his dream 
slept and looked tense in his own form, but still sleeping soundly. Robert shuddered at the very fresh 
memories that made his brain ache and his heart squeeze in his chest with a force that took his breath away 
once again. He sat up and tried to control his breathing and slow his heartbeat. Robert, very confused, was 
trying his hardest to hold onto the details of the dream, incapable of letting go without reliving it first. He 
closed his eyes and retraced the steps, retold the story slowly, and saw the youthful, clean face of who he 


now knew was called Jimmy. 


In memory - he dared to call it that - he was able to watch from his own eyes and could do nothing to 
change what was occurring. He stood still there, existing as he witnessed his irreparable mistakes, made too 


long ago to change them. 


Robert managed to relive everything in his mind, remembering how the dream started with his eyesight 
focusing like a camera on possibly the most interesting house he had ever seen. It was large and its edges 
were covered in bushes, almost devouring every part. Nature was everywhere, be it hiding the house from 
the world, the huge and well-kept garden, to the huge mountains that adorned the background of the picture. 
The green took over everything and it was invigorating, even if Robert couldn't take a deep breath as he 
wished and smell that refreshing scent. It was oppressive too. 


He watched the house get closer and closer, smelled candles and whisky, and, not surprisingly, smelled bramble. 
A damp aroma that reminded him of the northwest coast and something else unrecognizable. 


‘Only you can sort Jimmy's shit out” There were angry, male voices, followed by pushes upstairs, where the 
sound of commotion and destruction was not only heard, but also perceptible in the air. He noticed his hand 
trembling and was hesitant to turn the doorknob. As he entered, his body strained for the first time. Felt like 
he was visiting a nightmare, the kind where you can't run from the terror, only witness it. He didn't want to 
go in but found himself doing it anyway. He also didn't expect to see his fellow islander in that space, especially 
being so young, so.. innocent, Robert dare he compare. He was in exotic clothes and hair longer than ever, curls 
combed and youthful face free for admiration. Despite the peaceful appearance, around such elegance, there 
was only messiness. And Robert felt part of that broken set of things. And who he now imagined being Jimmy, 
was sitting in the center of a burgundy wool rug, hugging his long legs and with that empty look that Robert 


remembers well. 

Robert heard himself sigh audibly to attract the brunette's attention The one watching tried to say internally, 
but nothing came out, how he had always had that attention since the first step he took in that room. Blank 
eyes rose to him and suddenly filled with a genuine apology, before being flooded with painful tears. 


"Percy." Jimmy sang gracefully, a tone Robert didn't know he could reproduce. 


"What happened to you, Pagey?" He heard himself sound like an adult when speaking carefully to an incoherent 
child He never thought he'd talk like that to that suspicious man he'd met before. 


"I wonder that every day." The man on the floor laughed humourlessly and Robert followed, sitting down on a 
worn cushion that freed him from crashing into the shards of glass on the floor. 


"Are you all right now?" 


"No, but I'm glad you're here." And Jimmy smiled through tears and held out a bloody hand to Robert, who 
took it in his without showing any disgust. 


Robert was curious as he found himself climbing off the pillow and slipping bravely into shards of glass, taking 
Jimmy's injured hands in his own. Blood soiled the clean skin and left an astonished appearance, Robert was now 
an accomplice to Jimmy's crimes. Internally, the watcher was startled, not by the blood, but by the intimacy, 

by the exhibition of Jimmy, how he so perseveringly grasped him back. As he looked at that curious creature, 


he saw everything, because Jimmy left it all out in evidence, without awe. That was terrifying. 


He remembered how he tended to the injuries with care, dedication.. affection. In one moment, while 
contaminated with Jimmy's dried blood, he held his injured hands and kissed the deepest of them, tearing a 
moved smile from Jimmy. Later, it was Jimmy who was kissing his burning tears with chapped, chilly lips. He 


whispered mercy into his wet cheeks and held his handsome face, even if it hurt too much to do so. 
As the two of them were about to lie on the floor, right on top of cutting shards, Robert woke up thrilled. 


There was a lot to think about, he realized, watching his completely clean hands, which were trembling in his 
lap. He couldn't help but notice the man beside him once again, who looked like was going to wake up at any 


moment. 


Robert was beyond curious, he was terrified of all the possibilities. He would like to forget the intimacy he just 
experienced, the feeling of icy lips. He wished his hands would stop shaking, and the sensitivity of Jimmy's 
wounded hands would stop ghostly touching his distressed face. 


When Jimmy opened his eyes, Robert didn't blink but felt a pain in his throat of suppressed emotion. Neither 
of them spoke, but there were many questions in the air that they could both feel poking them. 


"We're being punished" Jimmy finally said, avoiding looking at Robert, the latter frowned wondering how he was 
being punished when all he saw was him taking care of someone who needed. 


"Maybe you are, Jimmy." Robert let out, looking up at the dark, cloud-free sky, no stars, just pitch dark 
nothing. 


"Yeah, maybe." Jimmy voiced softly, frozen at hearing the utterance of his name. He felt Robert's drilling eyes, 
but he wasn't ready to face them right now. 


